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they  may  drive  to  the  gates  only.  No  Spaniard  lives  in  Gibralter.  He  may  come 
in  to  work  and  to  sell  and  shop  but  as  he  enters  he  is  given  a  ticket  and  he 
must  be  out  of  Gibralter  by  6  (?)  P.M.  So  you  see  the  English  stronghold  keeps 
itself  secure.  In  the  little  Spanish  town  we  found  a  tiny  shop  run  by  a  big 
black  eyed  Spaniard  whose  very  smile  spelled  kindness  and  courtesy  . 

He  changed  some  money  into  Spanish  coin  for  me  and  when  I  attempted  to  give 
him  something  for  his  kindness  he  was  greatly  insulted.  Seeing  how  he  felt 
I  made  a  purchase  and  when  in  trying  to  .  overpay  him  he  made  the  discovery 
and  it  was  perfectly  delicious  to  hear  him  say  as  he  pushed  back  the  coins, 

"No  lady,  no,  not  tome  ,  to  you,  to  you,  belong  to  you."  Imagine  it  -  refusing 
money  !  !  !  Isn't  that  a  novel  sensation  to  have  experienced  on  a  foreign  shore  ? 

As  we  hurried  away  along  the  street  a  Spaniard  of  another  class  than  he  of  the 
shop,  called  "Nice  American  Lady".  From  Linea  back  across  the  Neutral  Ground 
gave  us  an  excellent  view  of  the  rock  (  not  the  familiar  picture,  a  la  Prudential  ). 
We  could  see  the  openings  in  that  solid  mass  of  rock  and  could  fancy  the  sight 
when  protruding  from  every  hole  would  appear  a  powerful  gun,  and  the  aweful, 
aweful  result. 

Way  up  on  the  hillside  stands  the  ruins  of  an  old  Moorish  castle. 

On  every  street  corner  were  seen  men  selling  drawn  work  and  those  lovely 
spangled  scarfs.  It  seemed  as  though  every  one  who  stepped  on  board  the 
tender  that  was  to  bring  us  back  to  our  dear  Cretic  had  purchased  as  least 
one  of  those  pretty  scarfs.  I  did  want  one  so,  but  wisely  (  ?  )  desisted.  The 
one  saleable  article  that  appealed  to  the  men  was  the  Paris  Edition  of  the  N.  Y. 
Herald  of  July  3-  .  Every  man  was  reading  the  news  of  the  States.  By  twelve 
o'clock,  everyone  was  laden  with  fruit  and  various  purchases  were  safe  on  the 
Cretic 's  decks  again.  When  we  went  into  lunch  the  tables  were  all  masses  of 
flowers  and  fresh  bruits  -  results  of  the  Gibralter  stop.  In  the  harbor  we  saw  an 
Altantic  transport  fresh  from  Manila.  Have  decided  that  I  surely  like  ripe  figs 
but  would  prefer  to  follow  our  own  custom  of  clothes  rather  than  to  be  dependent 
on  the  leaves  of  the  before  mentioned  fruit  for  fashionable  apparel. 

That  afternoon  was  tired  and  we  all  dosed  off  in  our  steamer  chairs  and 
thoroughly  relaxed  after  our  strenuous  exertions  of  the  morning.  In  the  evening 
a  Roman  priest  entertained  me  wonderfully  by  discussing  civic  questions.  He  is 
extremely  cultured  and  it  was  aside  from  being  thoroughly  enjoyable  ,  a  most 
edifying  conversation.  He  also  gave  me  some  suggestions  concerning  my  letter 
from  Father  Coffee  to  the  head  of  the  American  College  in  Rome. 

Yesterday  we  tried  hard  to  realize  that  we  were  no  longer  on  the  Atlantic 
but  were  actually  in  the  Mediterranean.  I  taught  Miss  Campbell  and  her  niece, 
Miss  Helen  Palmer,  the  game  of  pyramids  and  they  seemed  so  pleased.  Mabel  and 
I  also  had  a  shuffle-board  contest.  At  the  end  of  the  second  game  it  was  a  tie, 
at  the  end  of  the  fourth  it  was  a  tie.  The  fifth  game  was  mine  but  later  on  we  added 
another  which  resulted  in  Mabel's  favor  -  (  though  at  one  shot  I  received  33  )  - 
making  it  a  tie  again  so  now  today  we  must  play  off  the  seventh  game. 


Y 


